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My dear Mouse frieNds, 

Have I ever fold you how Much I love scieNce 
ficfioN? I’ve always waNfed fo write iNcredible 
adveNfureS Set iN aNother diweNsioN, but I’ve Never 
believed that parallel uNiverses exist... iwtil now! 

That'S because My good frieNd Professor Paws 
von Volt, the brilliaNf, secretive ScieNfist, has 
just wade aN iNcredible discovery. ThaNks to soMe 
Mousefropic calculatioNS, he deterMiNed that there 

are MaNy differeNt diMeNSioNS iN tiMe aNd Space, 
where aNyfhiNg could be possible. 




The professor’s work iNSpired Me to write this 
ScieNce fictioN adveNture iN which My 

r_ *i_i i i - i ii .a 

iN search of New worlds. 

We’re a fabuMouse crew: 

the spaceMice! 


I hope you eNjoy this 
iNtergalactic adveNture! 


Professor 
Paws von Volt 
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The Captain Never 
Gets a Day Off! 


It all began on a QOICT Friday afternoon. 
The week was almost over, and I couldn’t 

wait to leave the CONTROL ROOM’S 

headquarters and get back to my cabin. 
I was exhausted! Why? It had been a 
BflBUIB week! What am I saying? It had 
been a DtP0B BflflUH week! No, a 

OESBflaoa 00B9I9 week! 

I had rescued two lost spaceships, defended 

the crew from alien werewolves, 

tested a new interstellar spacesuit, and 
attended the ribbon-cutting ceremony for a 

new iNfe*<?aiaefie art mouseum. 

In other words, I had been very, very busy! 




The Captain Never Gets a Day Off! 


Why) oh why does everyone always 


expect so much from me? Could it be because 
I’m the captain? 

Oh, excuse me! I almost forgot to 
introduce myself. My name is Stiltonix, 

Geronimo Stiltonix. r m the captain of 
mCUSBSTAR 1, the most mousetropic 
in the far-off Cheddar 
Galaxy. But truth be told, my real dream has 
always been to be a WRITER ! I have 
been wanting to write a novel about the 
adventures of the spacemice for years, but I 
can’t seem to find the time. There’s always a 
on the MouseStar 1 that needs to 

be fixed. 

But let’s get back to that quiet Friday 
afternoon. The weekend was about to start and 
I had big plans for my Saturday, which was 



The Captain Never Gets a Day Off! 



I planned to: 

^ Get up late and 
eat breakfast 
in bed, lazily 
munching on 
a @o> 

Gorgonzola muffin. 
Put on my 
comfortable and 
practical casual 

uniform. 

Get my whiskers 
trimmed at 

BRUSH, 

the trendiest 
barbershop 
on the entire 
spaceship. 



<& 

Do Not 

Disturb 


As soon as I got to my 
cabin, I hung this 

f SIGN 

on my door. It 
wasn’t exactly the 
truth, as I intended 
to spend the evening 

snoring instead of 

tt0ri\Ul2 ! But everyone 
knows a good rest is very important. So, 
I slipped into my pajamas, turned on my 
favorite CD, C R/e/(/0/X/l/n/^/ C YVliVS/lC/ 
port/ t/flie/ C ^)U/S/^/ C YVLq/U/S£/, and sank 
into bed. 










^hh, how re/ 


I slept almost until morning. I would have 
slept even longer, but suddenly . . . 

BCCPl B€£€€P*. 

It was coming from my wrist phone! 

Still half-asleep, I tried to turn the 



Do Not Disturb 




alarm, but instead, I pushed the 0N button! 
What a mistake! My wrist phone came to life. 

“{SctOrVirtrO!” a voice bellowed. “Wake 
up! I bet you’re still SNORING like 
a Plutonian sloth! But not for long — I’ll 
straighten you out!” 

I would have recognized that voice among 

a thousand, no, ten thousand, no, 

ten million voices. It was my grandfather, 

William Stiltonixi He didn’t 

even give me a chance 
to respond before he 
began bombarding me 
with orders. 

“Hurry up and 
get dressed. I’ll be 
there to pick you up in two 

astroseconds! They ’re waiting for us 

at the space tennis center!” 




Do Not Disturb 




I looked at the clock: It was POUR in the 
morning! I tried to OBJECT . 

“But Grandfather, it’s really EARLY: 

I squeaked. “What are we going to do at the 
tennis center at this hour? And who’s waiting 
for us?” 

“I can’t believe you forgot!” Grandfather 
William roared. “Today is the FINAL match 

in the INTERGALACTIC TENNIS 
TOURNAMENT!” 

“Ahem, er, sorry, Grandfather,” I replied. 
“You know I don’t care much for sports. 
I prefer to read and write 5CIGTIC6 

fiction.” 

My grandfather glared at me with 
disapproval from the wrist phone video 
monitor. 

“Then you probably don’t know that I, 
Admiral William Stiltonix, your grandfather, 




Do Not Disturb 



will be CQMP£f|N<? in the tournament! ” 
he squeaked indignantly. “But I have a 
problem: Yesterday, my tennis partner 
slipped on an interstellar 

banana peel' > ___ 

and sprained an ankle. v J 
That’s why I’m picking you 
up. You’ll be subbing for him!” 

I felt a CBfifiHE run down my tail. Play 
space tennis with Grandfather William? What 
a nigh tmare ! Grandfather is very, 
very competitive. He hates to lose! I tried 
to dissuade him. 

“Grandfather, you know I stenk at 
tennis—” I began, but he cut me off. 

“Of course I know that!” he replied. 
“That’s why I’m coming now to pick you 

up. KSTKO KGKS SI, the 

greatest tennis master of all time, is waiting 



Do Not Disturb 



for us at the court. He’ll 

TEACH you for five 

straight hours. By the 
time the tournament 
begins at ten, you’ll be 
ready!” 

D □□□□□□ El PI 

□□□■ F* ve straight hours 
of lessons! And then I would 
have to play in the tennis finals 
with my grandfather! I was T?R,Et> 
just thinking about it. I tried a second time 
to get my grandfather to understand what a 
terrible idea this was. 

“But Grandfather, er, today is actually my 

DAV OFF!” 


Unfortunately, changing my grandfather’s 
mind is as hard as trying to get a HIG tGO PI tG 
to deviate from its path. 



Do Not Disturb 




“Day off?” my grandfather SC°FftO 
“The captain never gets a DAV 6FF. Now, 
come on! You’ll see how much you’ll love 
playing tennis! There’s no BETTER way 
to stay in shape. You should thank me for 
offering you this unique opportunity!” 

A second later, he abruptly hung up. 

I sighed. It was no use. I would have to play in 
the competition. I opened my automatic closet 
and squeaked out an order: “Gear for spacs 
TBNN iS, please!” 



From the Encyclopedia Galactica 

MM 

Space tennis is played with a racquet 
and a small ball. It would be just like 
regular tennis except that there’s no 
gravity in space. Without gravity, it’s 
almost impossible to hit the ball! 






Captain, You Must 
Come at Once! 


An BSTROMSNUTS later, I was dressed to 
the nines. I was about to leave my cabin when 
my wrist phone went off. 

BeePl BeeePl BeeeeP! 

It was Professor Greenfur, the resident 
scientist on the mcisesTAR l. why 
would he be calling me at four o’clock in 
the morning? Were we under attack from 
alien monsters? Or had an 
epidemic of Martian measles broken 
out on the ship? Or perhaps there was a 
serious PROBLEM in the greenhouse? 

“What is it. Professor Greenfur?” 





I replied immediately. 
“Is there an 
emergency?” 


A 


I was almost 
hoping there was 

an ■■IRMIICV' 


f)C 

i U 

% *J 


because it would JU _ 

mean I wouldn’t 

have to play in the tournament 

with my grandfather! But I was out of 
luck. 

“No emergency, the professor 

replied. “But I do have a new ultragalactic 
invention to show you. I’d like to see you 
right away!” 

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible,” I said 
with a sigh. “I’m on my way to J> Calf in the 
space tennis tournament with Grandfather 
William.” 



Captain. You Must Come at Once! 





At that moment, my grandfather toUUIPStt 
into my cabin. 

“Aren’t you ready yet, CfcaNDSON?” he 
squeaked at me. “Move it! Come on, let’s 
go! Don’t waste your time with that 
wrist phone! What would you do 
without me, huh? You’d waste 
your day EXPLORING 
THE GALAXV AND 
COMBING COMET 
TAILS! Or you’d be in the 
laboratory with Professor Greenfur 

studying the yeuou- 
bearded mouse^uito! 

Or you’d be TexTINg 

a ThousaND 
MESSaeES To 
you^ fronds from 
oThER^, PLaN^rsi” 





Captain. You Must Come at Once! 


I wanted to explain that I wouldn’t have been 
doing any of those sillyf t hings —I would 
have been busy writing my SCIBNCB 
FICTION novel. But he’s my grandfather, 
and I can never say no to friends and 
family. He was so looking forward to that 
tournament ... 1 couldn’t leave him in the 

“I’m FBO dy, Grandfather!” I told him. 
Then I turned to my wrist phone. 

“I’ll be by later to see your invention,” 
I promised the professor. I hoped I 
could make it! 

We turned to leave and my phone rang 

BEEP! BEEEP! 
BEEEEP! 

My grandfather scowled. 




Captain. You Must Come at Once! 


“From now on, you have to concentrate on 
one thing only: the tennis match,” he ordered 
me. “Turn off thatpflOTte — now!” 

^re y° u busy “But Grandfather, it’s Benjamin! ” 

j protested. 

My grandfather’s snout 
suddenly softened like Brie 
cheese. Benjamin is my 
/WEET little nephew, and 
my grandfather and I both have 
a ssQspl/ spot for him. 

“Okay, see what he wants,” he told me. 
“But be £HJfi Tabout it!” 

“Hi, Benjamin!” I answered. “How are 
you?” 

“I’m fine, Uncle,” he replied. “I’m sorry to 
call you so KARL* in the morning, but 
I know you’re an early riser. Are you 
today?” 



Captain. You Must Come at Once! 


“Well, this morning I’m competing in the 
space tennis with 

Grandfather,” I replied. “Then I have to visit 
Professor Greenfur in his After that, 

I want to have my whiskers trimmed at the 
barbershop. And later on, I hope to write 
a chapter in my new book! Why do you ask?” 

“Oh, no reason,” Benjamin replied with 
a TIIMY sigh. He sounded so disappointed! 

“What is it, my little CHEESE BiBLET?” I 
asked, concerned. 

“It’s nothing,” he answered. “Don’t 
wQJiriry about it!” 

“But why are you so sad?” I insisted. I 
hated to see my nephew upset. “Do you need 
my help researching an A/TEROID for 
school? Do you have to study for a really 
hard quantum physics 

“No, it’s not about school,” he replied. 




Captain. You Must Come at Once! 




itr al Park/ 

“It’s just that Bugsy Wugsy 
and I wanted to go to 
AsMaL Fa*k, the new 
amousement park. But if 
you’re busy, don’t worry 
about it . . 


Even though Benjamin told me not to 
worry about it, I could tell it meant A LOT 
to him. So I promised we’d go to As-Kat. 
PaKk in the afternoon. And to think that it 
was supposed to have been my DAY OFFi 
But thebe^fc —actually, the E3QE1I3E3 — 
was yet to come! 


if 

A Hopeless 
Case! 


The space tennis lesson with Astro Agassi was 
a diSaS-bei®! Why? It was 

simple: For over fj VC (yes, five!) hours, he 
tried to teach me the basic principles of space 
tennis. But there was N°TWNC he could 
do. There was N°THiNG anyone could do! 
t W4*S JUST t *r 
REAUUY, 

REAUUY 

&AP at 

S f A C E 
TENNt$\ 


Gof«' 


, 0 nzola! 














A Hopeless Case! 




At the end of the lesson, a dejected Astro 
went over to my grandfather, 
his head. 

“Galactic Gorgonzola!” he exclaimed. 
“You were right, Admiral, as always. Your 
grandson is a h0P6l6SS Col S6!” 

I felt awful. It wasn’t just because I had 
disappointed my grandfather. It was also 
because after f i V 6 (yes, five!) GHhatJSli ng 
hours of intense training, the real tennis 
tournament was about to start. And it could 
last anywhere from two or three to even 
fiv€ (yes, five!) H hours! 

As you can imagine, the tournament was a 
real nightmare. My forehand ZiGZAGGED 
across the court, my backhand went 
baci^J/ard/, and my serve PtPN' T 
tiKVi a thing! 

Grandfather and I were Clitftld 














A Hopeless Case! 


in the first round. I was nvavtA/pb&cL. I had 
embarrassed my grandfather in front of all 

his friends at the SPACE TENNIS CLUB; 

I hung my head in shame. I didn’t even 
bother following my grandfather back to 

the LOCKUR ROOM to get my things. 
Instead, I snuck out of the space tennis 
center as fast as my paws would carry me. 
Still wearing my tennis shorts and sneakers, 
I jumped into an ASTROTARi. 

"I’d like to go to Professor Greenfur’s 
laboratory,” I told the driver. "And get there 

QUICKLY, please!” 


You’re the Best, 
Uncle G! 


The astrotaxi arrived at professor 
Oreenfwr’s lab in the blink of an 
eye. The professor showed me a strange 
machine that looked like a little suitcase with 
a handlebar and pedals attached to it. 

“Here’s my new invention, CAPTAIN ! ” 
he announced proudly. “It’s a portable stellar 
energy generator. It can be dismantled in 
thirty seconds, it’s very light, and it operates 

using . . . MUSCULAR ENERGV! 

Professor Greenfur hopped onto the machine 
and started to pedal r fuvi©U$l*£. A series 

of COLORED LISHTBULBS that 

were suspended from the ceiling lit up. 



You’re the Best, Uncle G! 


“My creation is ideal for rodents who love 
ADMENTUqe and camping on unknown 
planets,” he explained. “But it’s also useful 
for any mouse who needs to PQMEB a laptop 

computer, or CHARGE an interstellar 

phone, or ?LLUn)fDATE Christmas lights, 
or . . 

eecpi Bcccpi bggggpi 

Black holey galaxies, it was my wrist phone 
again! It was Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy, and 
they were waiting for me at the amousement 
park. I quickly said good-bye to the professor 
and jumped into another ASTROTAXI 

When I arrived, Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
were so HAPPY to see me, they both gave 
me enormouse fvUg-S! 

“Thanks for coming,” Benjamin squeaked 
happily. 

























You’re the Best, Uncle G! 

c\e G! 


O*' 1 

.o°' nV *rse, Nephevvr/ 


you’RE 
THE *EST, 
^ UWci^E 

G’J” added 
Bugsy Wugsy. 
What sweet little 
mouselets! I was 
almost moved to 

BBGfla. But 

then I caught sight of 
something that really 
did bring tears to my eyes: the totally terrifying 

Tpanigilioblo Tornado! its the 

most PDR-Raistne attraction at Astral 
Park! 

It’s a roller coaster so 9 ct 4CC and so 

LONG and so terrifying that just thinking 

•• 

about it makes my whiskers ({111: V*€£F 
with fright. And as if that weren’t enough, 





You’re the Best. Uncle G! 


W-ftTERf^-ftM-S throughout the ride 
douse the riders at every turn! That’s why 
every mouse who rides receives a free 
waterproof jacket. 

Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy couldn’t wait 
to go on the roller coaster. And even though 
I was gema out of my fur, I agreed to 
ride it. What could I do? I can never say N 0 
to friends and family, especially my nephew 
Benjamin! 

I climbed aboard and squeezed my eyes 
" ! • I didn’t intend to open them 
until the ride was But right when 

we reached the highest curve . . . 

BEEP! BEEEPl 
BEEEEPl 











From the Encyclopedia Galactica 

EHSEE1 



Located at the back of the MouseStar /.Astral Park 
has attractions for spacemice of all ages. There is a 
panoramic interstellar Ferris wheel, a gravity-defying 
carousel, meteoric bumper cars, an astral arcade, and 
the most famouse roller coaster in the galaxy: the 
totally terrifyingTransgalactic Tornado! 

















You’re the Best, Uncle G! 


It was my wrist phone again! And this time, 
it was a real emergency! 

my sister, 

Thea, squeaked into the phone. “Geronimo, 
report to the control room immediately! 
Hurry!” 

Then she hung up the phone without giving 
me any more information. And to think this 
was supposed to be my day off; 



Yellow Alert! 


What does a yellow alert mean? It means: 

EMERGENCY! DANGER! 
IMMINENT OISRSTER! 

In other words, it’s one of those times that 
cUg off or no DAY OFF, the captain has 
to skedaddle to the control room right away. 
So for the third time that day, I stopped an 
astrotaxi and we hopped in. But this time, 
the driver tried tojp©^Q]Q© us! 

Why? It was simple. We were wearing 
waterproof jackets and we were totally 
from the tips of our whiskers 
to the tips of our tails! 

“You’re ruining the seats of my taxi!” the 
driver complained. 



Yellow Alert! 


I tried to explain the situation, but he 
wasn’t paying attention. 

‘‘Listen, driver!” 1 finally blurted out. 
“I’m Captain Stiltonix. We’re in a yellow 
alert! Take me immediately to the liftrix 
to the control room!” 

He stared at me in total surprise. 

cAnaiti emronx* 

Is that really you? I didn’t recognize you in 
that yEt-uow jacket and those 
soaking-wet clothes! Don’t worry, though! 
I’ll take care of you!” 

He grabbed the controls of the astrotaxi 
and a nanosecond later, he had dropped us 
off at the nearest li rnti# . When the 
door of the control room opened, everyone 
turned to look at us. 

My cousin Trap’s eyes almost popped 
out of their sockets with shock. My sister, 


Yellow Alert! 


Thea, just stared at me without saying a word. 
Grandfather William shook his head with 

DDQIQDDDDODCBOOD 

And even cfe our ship’s 

official mechanic and the loveliest rodent on 
the MouseStar 1, had a very SUrPriS6d 
expression on her snout! I felt so 

HUMILIATED. 



c od day . .. 


vX r^ a Y be not 



^kt 

Rescue Mission to 
Planet Polakix 


In my rush to get to the control room, I 
hadn’t thought to change out of my WET 
clothes. How I wished I was in my WARM, 
PRY uniform! Instead, I was dripping like 
a wet umbrella after a METEORIC rainstorm. 

“Geronimo, what’s going on?” my 
grandfather barked at me. “Where is your 

captain’s UNIFORM? 

“Sorry, Grandfather,” I mumbled. “There 
was the tennis lesson, then the tournament, 
and the laboratory, and then that frightening 

pollen eoat-fce^' 

“That’s no excuse!” he growled. “A 
captain must always be I" ©21 «*y for 




Rescue Mission to Planet Polarix 


mcusesTAR 1 


every possibility — even 

alert! 


At that moment I 
remembered why I had 
rushed to the control 
room so QlflCKJY 


“What happened?” 
I asked. “Is the 



about to explode? Is a 
meteor heading toward 
us? Did we run out of (JWjONTQLd cheese?” 

“No, of course not!” Grandfather 
scoffed. “It’s much worse than that. We’re in 
the middle of an intergalactic video call 
with the president of the Interplanetary 
Scientific Research Institute, processor 

Boris AStrowhiskers from the 


planet PHOTOSyiMTHESOlM 




Rescue Mission to Planet Polarix 


He has a very £61*10 If £ situation.” 

When I looked up at the plasma 
megascreen, I saw a 777 / 1 , THiN 
rodent wearing a white lab coat. 
Like Professor Greenfur, he was 
a vegetal mousoid, with fur 
covered in leaves. 

“Greetings, Processor 

AStroumskers! ’ I said. 

“My name is Stiltonix, Geronimo 
Stiltonix. I am the captain of 
the Mouse Star 1” 

The professor nodded, shaking 

hisf«UACE 

“I’m truly happy to make your 
acquaintance, Captain Stiltonix,” he replied 
politely. “I have heard so much about you 
from others across the ” 

“What can I do for you?” I asked. 



PROFESSOR 

BORIS 

ASTROWHISHERS 



Rescue Mission to Planet Polarix 


He SIGHED “The reason I contacted 
you is that my friend and colleague Doctor 
Oslo Bonsai has cfiSaJ^ftarecO He was 
leading a expedition with two 

of his assistants on the frozen planet of 
Polarix, and it’s been days since I’ve 
heard from him. I don’t know what to do! We 
Photosynthesons are studious, academic mice. 

We’re not ADVENTURE-SEEKING spacemice 
like all of you on the fUGUSBSTflR ll” 






















Rescue Mission to Planet Polarix 


“We would be happy to help, ” I RiQAGQURiQD 
him. 


Professor Astrowhiskers’s LEAVES 


perked up with relief. 

“I don’t know how to thank you!” he 
exclaimed. “Captain Stiltonix, despite 
your, er, very STRANGE clothing, you are a 



V/ My snout turned rea 
) with embarrassment, but 
the professor didn’t seem 
to notice. He went on to 
describe the details of the 


scientific BXPeDifiOn 


including the location 
where Doctor Bonsai 
and his assistants had been 
gathering data when they 



Rescue Mission to Planet Polarix 


When we ended our conversation, the 
megascreen went QQQQ- 
“Spacemice, get ready for departure!” I 
ordered the crew. ‘‘We’re going on a fGSCUG 

mission!” 

I set the engines to 
Then I turned to Trap. 

“Cousin, keep an eye on the astral compass 
and set a steady course for th e j) lanet 
(Polarix!” I told him. 

“Aye, aye, Captain! ” my cousin replied with 
a wink. 

“Thea, I leave you in command of the 

mousesTAR 1 ,” I told my sister. “I’m 

going to . . . ahem . . . change my 
clothes!” 

I headed to my cabin. The notes for my 
looo k> were right there on my desk. I sighed. 
My writing would just have to ^a\Q 1T. We 


Rescue Mission to Planet Polakix 


were going on an important rescue 
to the planet Polarix! And to 
think this was supposed to have been my 

efiay ©1F1F! 


— %k — 

A True Captain! 


When I got back to the control room, I was 
wearing my clean, PRESSED uniform. 
My UP had been combed, and MouseStar 1 
had arrived at its destination: the MAMET 

POLAR/X 



My sister, Thea, was executing the 
maneuvers to dock within the planet’s orbit, 
and I immediately noticed that the entire 
surface was covered with 

SWOW and fee. 


Polarix looked like an 
inh ospit able and very 
COLD planet! 

Just looking at that 
giant sphere of ice sent 





A True Captain! 


CHILLS running down my tail. I was about 
to return to my cabin to change into my winter 
uniform (it’s made completely of WOOLo 
when the loudspeakers shrilled: 

"yellow alert? 

Yellow alert! 

Yellow alert!'* 

Martian mozzarella! What now? A MW 
yellow alert? I looked at Thea, thinking 
maybe she had pushed the ALAtfM button, 
but she seemed as puzzled as I was. 

“Did you pull the alarm?” I asked Trap. 

But he shook his head, MRMLMD. 

Grandfather stamped his paw in frustration. 

“Grandson!” he squeaked, pointing to the 
control panels. “Can’t you see that the alarm 
is coming from the ENOINE ROOM? 
You need to contact SAllY at once!” 

My snout turned as red as a Martian 



A True Captain! 


space rock! BtL/^GK 

HOLEY 

GALAXIES, 

why does my 
grandfather always 
make me look like a 



/ 


Tle^tuKa fish? J3ut 


Grandfather was right: 

The engine room’s control panel light was 
. I quickly contacted Sally. 
“Captain, we have a problem!” she replied. 
“We can’t proceed with the approach to 
Polarix. We need to TITK.N 
“What?” I replied. “What did you say? Turn 
back? No! We can’t abandon Doctor 
Bonsai and his assistants. Processor 
AStroulhiSkerS is counting on us!” 

“Captain, I’m afraid that I must 
DE3ISDQQ'” replied. “If we go 




A True Captain! 


Jsr 


any closer to Polarix, the MouseStar V s 
batteries will be 
destroyed! For some reason, it’s as if an 

invisible force is sacking away 

our battery power. Either we turn around 
immediately or we won’t have enough 

/TELLAR ENERGY to leave here 

ever again! ” 

Galactic Gorgonzola! We were in real 
trouble. For the good of MouseStar 1 and for 
the safety of the crew, we had to3®0BD away 
as fast as our SPAGSSHiP could carry us! 







A True Captain! 


But I had given Professor Astrowhiskers my 
word that I would rescue Doctor Bonsai and 
his team! And I ALWAYS keep my promises. 

“I have an idea!” I told Sally. “Get the 
TEl»ETR4INSr©RTj:>C ready!” 

Then I explained my plan to Thea. 

“I will travel to Polarix with Trap and 
Professor Greenfur,” I told her. 

“What about the MouseStar 1 ?” she asked. 

“Set a course for a nearby galaxy, but 
stay at a safe distance from Polarix,” i 
explained. “We’ll search for the Ml 55 IN (a 
scientists. Once we’ve located them, you 
can teletransport us back to the MouseStar 
1 — and to 

Thea placed her paw on my shoulder in 

adtnirafci©it 

“You’re a true captain, Geronimo!” she 
squeaked approvingly. 



A True Captain! 


Jsr 


My cousin Trap felt differently, though. He 
kept restlessly pacing BSfEff and FORTH 
across the control room. 

“Come on, Trap,” I said. “Let’s head for the 

TEJ-ETRaNSfORTt*. 

Hurry!” 

“No, no, no!” Trap 
replied, sfia fzinys his 
snout. “Dear cousin and 
captain, I have faith in you. 
But I wouldn’t let myself 
be teletransported to that 
FROZEN planet even if I were competing in 
an interplanetary figure-skating competition! ” 
“There are three researchers whose lives 
are in A I pleaded with my 
cousin. “For the love of science, if we don’t 
help them, they’ll turn into 
But Trap wouldn’t budge. 




A True Captain! 


“Forget about it,” he squeaked. “I'm not 

coming!” 

I didn’t know what to say. When Trap 
doesn’t want to do something, he can be as 
stubborn as a oce mule from the 
Pony Galaxy! But for once, Grandfather lent 
me a pmtP. He turned to look Trap straight 
in the eyes. 

“As sure as my name is William StiltoniX, I 
command you, Trap Stilton, to explore that 
UNKNOWN planet!” he barked. 



From the Encyclopedia Galactica 


space muLe PRcrn Twe 

PCNy GRLMy 


The space mule from the Pony Galaxy is 
an animal that’s very, very, very stubborn! 
When it decides not to move, it plants its 
feet down and no one can move it—not 
even an inch! 








A True Captain! 


Jsr 

Trap immediately scampered toward the 
teletransportix room as meek1 1/ as a fiPACC 
from the planet Baa. Nobody dares 
to contradict ©iranicBIFfflttft)©®*, not even 
my wise-mouse cousin Trap! 



From the Encyclopedia Galacfcica 


space sweep pacm Twe 
piaNet Baa 


This animal has a thick bluish wool coat 
and a very cute face. It is particularly 
famouse for its mild and docile 
disposition. A space sheep will meekly 
follow any mouse who stops to greet it 
and give it a pat on the head. 






$> 

Lost in Hypepspace 


We to the teletransportix, leaped 

onto the platform, and waited for Sally to 
beam us to the F!\()/( ^ planet. 

“How long do you want to stay on 
©IflriX, Captain?” Sally asked me. 
“No longer than we have to!” Trap 
muttered under his breath. “I’d say ten 

MiGqoASTqaSEGaNDSi 

“I’m not sure how long our MISSION 
will take,” I replied. “But I’ll contact you on 
my wrist phone when we’re ready. And if you 

don’t hear from us within TWELVE HOURS, 

beam us back!” 

We were ready for departure. 

“Captain, just so you know, we need to 
compensate for the scarcity of tetrastellium 




Lost injHyperspace 




with a greater intracellular synchronized —” 

I held up a paw to her. 

“Would you please simplify that?” I asked. 

“Well, I’ll try,” Sally said with a < . 

“Basically, you’ll be fine in the end, but you 
may lose a few WHISK1311S along the 
way!” 

yiKBS! Lose a few whiskers?! I was 
about to scream “*2 want to get ojj )” but 
Sally had already activated the commands. 
Then, suddenly, I heard Sally shout. 

^OOOOOOOOOOOO. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy jump onto the teletransportix 
launchpad. 

“We’re e©tnittg t®®T” Benjamin 
cried out. 

“Yeah!” Bugsy Wugsy exclaimed. 








Lost in Hyperspace 




Oh no! They had hitched a ride on our 

rescue nii&Si 0 !U 

"QQQQD” I squeaked. “It’s too 

DANGEROUS’ 

But it was too late. 

“There’s too much WEltiHT on the 
launchpad now,” Sally warned us. “You’re 
at risk of getting lost in hyper$pdCe!” 
“Lost in hyperspace?” I cried. “Help! I 

want to get off! I GET REALLY, 
REALLY SPACE SICK IN 
IIYPERSPAA AAACE! 



The Ice Planet 
Polarix 


When I felt my paws land on something 
I slowly opened my eyes. We 

had pematerialtzed. But where were 

we? Everything was DAffcKi 
'‘Professor Greenfur? Trap? Benjamin? 
Bugsy?” I asked in Q: : I:QPIH.. “Where are 
we? Can someone turn on the UBHfS? 

“Of course, Captain,” answered Professor 
Greenfur. A moment later, the scientist lit 
the emergency Pl3ShH§ht> powered by 
concentrated tetrastellium that he always 
carries with him. “I hope it lasts long enough 
for us to explore the planet.” 

A beam of light LIT VJP a small room 
full of test tubes and plant samples. 




The Ice Planet Polarix 



"It’s Doctor Bonsai’s portable laboratory on 
the Polarix space base!” Professor Greenfur 
exclaimed. 

By the light of the flashlight, I checked 
myself to make sure I had rematerialized 
I took stock of every body part: 
Whiskers? Check! Paws? Check! Tail . . . 


tail? TaaatlTI 



CoSMic cheddar! i had lost my tail in 
hyperspace! 

A moment later, I felt a sharp 
QIIQSn on what felt like my 
tail. It was my cousin. 
“I really don’t 
understand why 
Grandfather 
William 
put you in 
command of 



The Ice Planet Polakix 


the mOUSQSTFH 1 instead of me,” Trap 
said with a s?<?n. “Can’t you see your tail is 
just tangled Up in your uniform?” 

I FELT LIKE 
SUCH A FOOL! 

“Benjamin, would you please help me 
untangle my tail?” I asked SHSPPiSWLLJ. 

There was no reply. Frantically, i looked 
around for Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy. 

“Mouselings, where are you?” I squeaked. 

Trap and Professor Greenfur tried calling 
out for them, too. NOTHING . There wasn’t 
even a whisker’s trace of my little nephew 
and his friend! 

“Let’s contact the MouseStar 1,” I suggested. 
“Maybe they didn’t make it onto the launchpad 
after all!” 

But Professor Greenfur shook his head 
sadly with a loud, leafy rustle. 


The Ice Planet Polarix 


>k 

“Captain, there’s no 

he told me. “We can’t communicate with 
MouseStar 1 or with the mouselings. Our only 
hope is that they 

somewhere else and didn’t get lost in 
hyperspace!” 










The Ice Planet Polarix 


5 $* 


A chill ran down my tJolil. 

ihbrtibn niDZZBRBLLBi 


This rescue mission was turning out to be 
aQOsag&a?. It was a real possibility that 
Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy were lost in 


fiyjperspacel 








This Way . . . 
No, That Way! 


Benjamin and Bugsy had to be somewhere 
on the Polarix space base. § CftOLQ PddCL 

sir m mv pom 

But tracking them down wouldn’t be 
f£GSiy. We still hadn’t been able to 

SWITCH on the lights. And as if 

that weren’t enough, my cousin Trap kept 

mm™. 



“I told you it would have been better for us to 
in our own WARM ship,” 
he grumbled. “We could be 
cozily gnawing some 
delectable CH1313S13S 
right now, but instead, 
we’re freezing our tails off in 




This Way . . . No. That Way! 




the dark here on P©Eorix! 

Maybe Trap wasn’t altogether wrong. 
We searched the space base by the light of 
Professor Greenfur’s emergency flashlight 
but couldn’t find any Sign of Benjamin and 
Bugsy Wugsy. We didn’t see a trace of Doctor 
Bonsai or his assistants, either. The base 
seemed to be completely ! 

Suddenly, I thought I saw a movement 
behind us. I turned quickly, but there was 
uo <m$ there. Still, it felt like someone 
was us! 

“Did you see that?” I asked the others. 
Trap shook his head. “I didn’t see a 

tVijng.” 

“Well, what should we do now, Captain?” 
Professor Greenfur asked. 

I froze. Oh, how I hate to be put on the 
0 tl Everyone expects me to know what 



This Way . . . No. That Way! 




to do since I’m the captain, but sometimes I 

just doiVt Kaowi 

“Well, let’s go THIS WAY,” I mumbled 
uncertainly. “No, let’s go that W3y • Wait, 

let’s actually go THIS WAY- 

Ouch!” Trap cried. “You stepped on 
my tail!” 

“Sorry,” I muttered. Even though we had the 
emergency flashlight, it was PARK enough 







that we kept 
bumping into 
one another. 
We tried the light switches again but 
had MO |C! So we stuck with 

the flashlight. Unfortunately, though, the 
BATTERIES were running very low. 

“If only I had my new portable energy 
generator with me,” Professor Greenfur said 

with a sm 

“Benjamin! 

Bugsy Wugsy! 

Doctor Bonsai!” 
we called. IF 

YOU'RE 
HERE, 

PLEA/E 
AN/WER' 

There were no 





This Way . 


No. That Way! 




replies. Still, wherever we went, I had the 
feeling someone was WAT£U?D6 us. 

I told Trap about my hunch. 

“You’re such a S6ifSdy-IAOU&e, 
Cousin!” he teased. “Just because we’re on 
a $TWCT£ planet in an ABANDONED 

space base looking for missing rodents, you 
think we’re being followed!” 

With nothing else to do, I led my rescue 
mission team T W\Q WAY and that way 
all over the base. As we went along, we 
explored the following rooms: 

1. THE GARBAGE ROOM, where 

I slipped on a banana peel and landed paws 
up on my tail. Wvo would have left it 
there? 



This Way . . . No. That Way! 




2,. jbatfiroom, Where our 

uniforms got soaked up to the knees because 
the floor was flooded. Who would have 
left the faucets running? 

3 . Tilf SVPPLy full of tools 

and spare parts, where a hammer fell from 
above and landed on my paw. OuchlUflfO 
would have left it suspended over the door 
like that? 

4. the boiler room, which was 
ice-cold instead of hot. Who would have 
set the temperature to negative forty degrees? 

Finally, we checked the dorms, the game 
room, and the radio station. Then we stumbled 
across a closet full of superaccessorized 
thermal suits used to explore the 
planet. 

Three suits looked ready to put on. We 
could use them to € X p IO T € the exterior of 

o 





























This Way . . . No. That Way! 


the space base without FREEZING while 
we searched for Benjamin, Bugsy Wugsy, and 
Doctor Bonsai and his assistants! 



From the 

Encyclopedia 

Galactica 

(Fashion Section) 


antireflection i 
mask 


self-heating 

gloves 


lunar yeti-fur Protects the wearer 
hoots from extrem e 

temperatures. Perfect 
for exploring snowy 
peaks or frozen 
planets! 


padded tail i 
cover I 












— •£ — 
The Rainbow Cave 


As we slipped the suits on, I had a sudden 
thought. 

“What if Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
RQfUflTQRiflLiZQD outside the base instead 
of inside?” I asked the professor. “They’re not 
wearing suits like these.” 

“That’s true,” professor 
Oreenfur answered. “If that 
happened, they are certainly at risk of 
becoming tIS@GQ@QStQ@©! ” 

“Let’s hurry then,” I shouted. “If they’re 
here, we have to find them aif/CKLY\ 
With that, we stepped out of the base and 
onto the PRDZBD planet. 

Cos^e Cheddar! It was snowing 
heavily outside, the wind was blowing, and 



The Rainbow Cave 


Y # . 


it was QQQQ cold! But we couldn’t 
give up: We had to find Benjamin and Bugsy 
Wugsy, even if I had to sacrifice my own 
FUR; And hopefully we’d find the missing 
scientists on our search as well. 

The SftlOW and llGQ extended as far 
as the eye could see. We had made it a short 
distance from the base when I noticed a little 
cave in the ice. I pointed it out to Trap and 
Professor Greenfur, and we headed in that 
direction, fighting icy cold ^US-^S of wind 
the entire way. 

From the outside, the cave’s entrance looked 
like no more than a tiny h°l6 in the rock. But 
once we stepped inside, we were^ft)0(^§9 
to find that it was actually a spacious cavern 
full of pools of hot water, 

making the cave surprisingly WAffeM ! 

It seemed as if we were in a gigantic 





The Rainbow Cave 



Huge stalactites hung from the ceiling, and 
stalagmites rose from the floor all around us. 
The stalagmites were surrounded by small 
mounds of brightly colored balls. We passed 


RED, VCU4W orange, blue, 


and more. Trap immediately reached out his 
TOJ to grab a handful. 

“Be careful!” Professor Greenfur warned. 
“We don’t know what those are. They could 
be dagger ©US.” 

“These things?” Trap scoffed at us. 
“Dangerous? They’re just 



Before the professor could reply, Trap had 
chosen a few to take with him. 

Meanwhile, I kept thinking of Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy. Where were they? I was 


worried! I couldn’t accept that 



they might have dematerialized or turned 


e 









The Rainbow Cave 

into frozen little mousicles. But they were 
nowhere to be found. 

“Let’s t>€Cld to the base,” I said 

with a SAD sigh. “The little mouselets aren’t 
here, and neither are the scientists.” 



The Pluffs 


We returned to the base and removed those 
uncomfortable padded suits. Trap could 
tell I was feeling unhappy. 

“Don’t worry, we’ll find them,” he 
reassured me. “In the meantime, let’s get 
to the kitchen and cook up something 
WARM! I’m so hungry!” 

The only question was: Which 
way was the kitchen? We 
hadn’t seen it earlier. 

But Trap was up for the 
task. He just stuck his 
snout in the air. 

Sniff! 

SNIFF! 

Sniff! 





The Pluffs 


Believe it or not, my cousin used his nose 
to take us to the kitchen! And when we got 
there, we heard the strangest thing: There 
were muffled CRIE/ coming from one of 
the cupboards! 


•HEILP! ffEiiP!” we heard faintly. 





©Few tiw 


I would have recognized those voices 
anywhere: It was my little nephew Benjamin 
and Bugsy Wugsy! We had finally found them! 
They leaped out of the cupboard when we 
opened it, and I hugged them both tightly. 

“What are you doing in the pantry?” I 
asked. “Actually, first tell me what you’re 
doing on this PLADET! I don’t remember 

giving you PERMISSION to be part of this 

expedition!” 



Now that the mouselings were SAFE 
my disappointment in my nephew and his 
friend returned. They weren’t even supposed 
to be here! 

Benjamin lowered his EYES “You’re 
right, Uncle Geronimo,” he admitted. “But 
it never $flO $ on MouseStar 1 ! Bugsy 
and I just wanted to have a little snowball 
fight.” 

I sighed. It was hard for me to stay angry 
with my SVCCT little nephew for long. 














The Pluffs 


“But we didn. REMATERIMIZE 

in the cupboard,” added Bugsy Wugsy. 
“Someone shoved us inside it and locked 
the door with a key!” 

“Someone did what?” I asked in shock. 
“But who? And why?” 

I looked around SUSPICIOUS LY. So 
did Trap and 
Professor 
Greenfur. 
My cousin 
even tried 
a few GCSmC- 
KARAT0 moves 
to scare off 
any would-be 
attackers! But 
there seemed to 
be no one there 



The Pluffs 


but US. I examined the cupboard, hoping to 
find a clue. Then I noticed a tuft of long, 
SILHY, colored fur that was caught on 
the doorknob. I was about to show it to 

Professor Greenfur 


when my cousin Trap burst into 

lau? 


loud 


A second later, the professor began 
BiGGUlffi . Then Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
joined in. What did everyone find so funny? 
This was a very ©QJFffiXT© situation! 

Then I saw it. There were seven 
colored f-S of fur jumping 

out of another cupboard: re<i. CuKw 
oraNge, yellow, dree H, 

BLVJE, indi^CC and 
violet, just like the colors of 
the □□□□□£ □' 

Their soft fur shone / 3^ 

a - 




The Pluffs 



brightly. Then the strange little creatures 
began to sing: 

"PLUFF, PLUFF, HEE, 
HEE, HEE! PLUFF, 
PLUFF, HO, HO, 
* HO! PLUFF, PLUFF, 
HA, HA, HA!" 

The strange little puffs 
continued to sing as they 
, SKIPPED here and 
there. The orange 
one landed on Professor 
Greenfur’s head and began SUJiNGiNG from 
one of his ears to the other! 

“Aw, they’re so eu-fcei” Benjamin cooed. 

“And they’re so much PUTl!” Bugsy Wugsy 
agreed. 

Even Trap was mesmerized by the TINY 
creatures. 












The Pluffs 


“Professor Greenfur, what are these 
called?” I asked. 

“Ha, ha, ha!” The professor laughed. “This 
little one is tickling me!” Then he became 
serious for a second. 

“To answer your question, Captain, I’d 
call these aliens PUlWft,” the professor 
continued. “Seems like a good name, given 
their little SCDtfig, don’t you agree?” 

“Look at this cute yellow guy,” Bugsy 
Wugsy said, cuddling one of the pluffs. “He’s 
so snuggly!” 

i didn’t understand the reason 

for all of the fuss, but since everyone insisted, 
I extended a friendly paw toward the yellow 
PLOW He came closer, but I didn’t like 
the way he lOOKOCl at me at all. For a 
second I thought he was going to H my 
paw! But before I could pull back, the alien 


The Pluffs 


jumped onto my arm and ran up to 


my ear. Then he started fiCKLiDG me 
unmercifully! 

“Give him your cheek, Uncle,” Benjamin 
suggested. “It looks like he wants to give you 

a KISS!" 


A kiss? Really? It looked to me like he 
wanted to chomnp my snout! But I didn’t 
want to be rude to the little creature, so I 
leaned CLOSER . The pluff leaned toward 
me. Suddenly, I began SNEE2iNG 


uncontrollably. 

2U#00S *&#00V 





Come On, Let s 
Take Them with Us! 


I couldn’t seem to stop SN^TlNCj! It was as 

if I had a TERRIBLE cold. 



“Professor Greenfur — flCHOOr I 
asked between sneezes, “do you have — 
achoo!—anything for a 
Achoo!” 

“Sorry, Captain,” the Professor replied, a 

look in 
his eyes. “I don’t 
have time to 
look. I’m busy 
combing this 
pluff’s fur.” 
So I 
asked 


N’"*oVdo U |Vt 

so" w cold! 





Come On. Let's Take Them with Us! 


Trap, Benjamin, and Bugsy Wugsy. 

But Trap was busy playing with a little orange 
pluff, Benjamin was giving a few PLOFFS 
a bath in the kitchen sink, and Bugsy Wugsy 
was drying them off carefully. No one seemed 
the least bit concerned about Tfte! 

“But — achoo! — isn’t anyone— achoo! — 
worried about my sudden □□□□?” 
I asked my friends between very LOUD 
sneezes. 

“Captain, I think I know what’s UlTOTlg,” 
the professor replied as he continued to play 
with the little pluffs. “You seem to be having 
an allergic reaction to the pluff fur!” 

Trap came running over to me. 

“If you’re allergic, can I take your yellow 
PLUFF?” he asked. 

AchOO! Do whatever you want,” I replied. 
“But please, take him away! AChOO!” 



Come On, Let's Take Them with Us! 


My cousin didn’t have to be told TIlliCB. 
Trap took the and snuggled it, 

covering it with kisses. 

“Geronimo isn’t a very FRIENDLY 

mouse,” I heard Trap whisper to the little 
creature. “But I love you!” 

The pluff rubbed itself affectionately 
against Trap’s snout. Then it turned and 
S£C^£-fL.y stuck out its tongue at me! 


IT DEFINITELY HAD 

{ S° u ’ re so Cow, SOMETHING 
\ /J " AGAINST ME! 



as though they were under 


some sort of pluff spell. 


There was something 
about the little pluffs 
that I didn’t -fc'puS-k. 

I tried to WARN my 

team, but they all acted 


o 



Come On, Let’s Take Them with Us! 


They’re so cute! 

Professor Greenfur kept repeating. 

HDD 80 BeautiFUL ,” Trap chimed in, 
a BLazeo look in his eyes. 

“Uncle, can we take them back to the 
spaceship with us?” Benjamin asked. 

“They could sleep in my dollhouse,” Bugsy 
Wugsy offered. “I haven’t played with it in a 
long time.” 

I was about to tell them no when I heard a 
cnwMwnia sound, as though someone 
was about to open a SQU63kV door. Then I 
heard the thud of 9PPH09CHlN(J footsteps. 

“We’re in I alerted my 

friends. “There’s someone in the hall!” 

But no one seemed to notice. They all seemed 
hypnotised by the furry little aliens. 
The pluffs had started pu'p'pin^ like cats 
as Trap, Professor Greenfur, Benjamin, and 

o 






Come On, Let’s Take Them with Us! 


Bugsy caressed them. And the more the 
creatures purred, the more everyone seemed 
to fall under the pluffs’ QQE3E3E3 
“Let go of those pluffs!” I shouted 
DCSPEqATELV “Quickly, let’s run 
and hide!” 

“But the pluffs are our friends,” Professor 
Greenfur answered ROBDTiGflLLU. 
“Whoever is not a friend of the pluffs is 

our enemy, Trap said, a DAZED 

expression on his snout. 

Once again the yellow pluff turned toward 

me and stuck out In I s torgme 

before he went back to purring loudly along 
with the others. 

A second later, the door mfisa... 









— Jsr — 

Holey Craters! 


The sound of those footsteps in the hall 
made my fur ff6616. Who could it be? Was 
it a space mummy from Uranus? Or maybe a 
Martian ZOHBIC? 

Either way, I thought for sure that our fur 
was fried. We were goners! 

But a second later, I found myself snout-to- 
snout with . . . DOCTOR OSLO BONSAI 

and his two assistants! 

'‘Doctor Bonsai!” I exclaimed in relief, 
putting out my paw. “I’m captain 
SfiLfOOiX . Professor Boris Astrowhiskers 
sent my crew to S£ QTG:h for you! Are you 
all right?” 

I expected a PAWSMAKK or 

maybe even a grateful hug, but instead, I got 



Holey Craters] 


raottCsfirag! Doctor Bonsai’s eyes looked as 
glazed over as everyone else’s. He 

picked up our flashlight from the ground. 

“Why isn’t the rodent with the 
suit hypnotized like the others?” he asked 
the OXclIlCJ’C pluff that was perched on 
his shoulder. 

HOUY CRATERS! He was talking 

about me! 






Holey Craters! 


Jsr 


The yellow pluff next to Trap answered 
him: 

HEE, HEE, HEEi HA, HA, 
HA1 HO, HO, HO! ACHOO! 
ACHOO! ACHOO!" 



Doctor Bonsai seemed to understand, even 
though I had no idea what the little creature 
had said. 

“We must capture him!” Doctor Bonsai 
said to his assistants. “Now!” 
hifr >/ Then the scientist grabbed me by 
the paWS. 

“Wait!” I protested. 
“Doctor Bonsai, I’m the 
captain of fTlDUSBSTFlH l! 
I’m your friend. I came 
here to take you home.” 

Suddenly, I realized 
that the oraKcje- pluff by 



Holey Craters] 




Bonsai’s ear was giving him orders! And the 
strange little ^B&Zy aliens had hypnotized 
his assistants, too! 

I tried to escape, but it was USELESS! 
Doctor Bonsai and his assistants held me 
very, very, very TMMIV. They headed for 
the door that led outside, PRA65IN5 

me with them. The members of my team 
followed us like robots. They seemed to 
be following the aliens’ orders now, too! 

I was sure they were going to leave us out in 
the C©1 d until we turned into f rOZCXl 
mousicles. Instead, they took us back to the 
CAVE where Trap had collected the little 

BQdsbpb bans. An enormoiise 

surprise awaited us there! 
























The Queen of 
the Pluffs 


A fit A NT pluff was waiting for us in the 
middle of the cave. Like the others, it was 
extremely furnj. But instead of being one 
solid color, it had of all the colors 

of the mim w. 

Cosmic cheddar chunks! 

The large pluff looked very intimidating! It 
sat on what looked like a rock THRONE 
As soon as I got close to the giant pluff, 
my nostrils began to ITCH uncontrollably 
and I started to sneeze. 

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!” 

The little yellow pluff whispered something 

to the giant SOULTIGOLOmHB 

pluff, who turned to me with a very angry 




The Queen of the Pluffs 




expression on its face. It looked as if it 
absolutely had something fyQZUtlSt me! 
I opened my mouth to squeak, but the only 
thing that came out was: 

iJ Achoo !" 

The giant pluff barked: 

"HEE, HEE, HEE, HEE, HEE! 
HO, HA, HA! PLUFF! 

HA, HEE, HEE, HO!" 

Doctor Bonsai turned to me with vacant 
eyes and translated in a mechanical voice: 

“The queen of the pluffs is furious! 
She says that we scientists have bUiltJ a 
scientific base on Polarix without asking 
her permission. And furthermore, she says 
the rodent in the yellow uniform has stolen 
seven of her precious EGGS: one of each 
COLOR! 

GSatacfic (5 cw?oniol a! She was talking 




The Queen of the Pluffs 


about my cousin Trap and the BALLS he 
had picked up in the cave! Only they weren’t 
balls ... they were UN HATCH ED pluffeggs! 
I realized that’s why I had felt as if someone 
had been watching me all around the Polarix 
base. The ALIENS had been keeping an eye 
on us since our arrival! 



“The queen of the pluffs says the only 
good thing we brought to her planet is 
which she likes very 
much,” Doctor Bonsai continued. 

But why would the pluffs need 
6 G h & G 111 M PT? I would have 
happily given them some if I had any, but I 



The Queen of th e Pluffs 




didn’t have the TlHI^5T speck! 

“If you let us return to our spaceship — 
ACHOO! — we will gladly let you have 
all the tetrastellium at the science base — 

ACHOO!” I offered. 

"HEE, HEE, HEE, HOOO!" 

replied the queen. 

"HEE, HEE, HEE, HOOOI* 

repeated the little yellow pluff. 

“She said not to bother trying to tricA 
her!” Doctor Bonsai translated. “She knows 
very well that the base’s tetrastellium is 
gone, because she’s the one who used 
it all up!” 

Black holey galaxies! So that’s why the 

lights at the B»XSE hadn’t worked. The 
pluffs had used up all the tetrastellium — and 
trashed the place after it was gone. And that 
explained why the entire planet of POLflRiX 




The Queen of the Pluffs 




had given off an QQQflEIBQQQ 
force that sucked away the MouseStar l’s 
battery power. The pluffs were so greedy for 
tetrastellium that they would have 
our spaceship if Sally hadn’t turned back in 
time. 



Doctor Bonsai turned on Professor 
Greenfur’s flashlight and pointed it at the 
cave floor. The little aliens began to 
dance happily in the beam of fccjht. 
The queen of the pluffs spoke again, 
this time in our language. 









The Queen of the Pluffs 




■RODENTS. YOD ARE MY 

PRISONERS!- she said. "Bring your 

spaceship here immediately! If your friends 
want you back, tell them to pay a 
of one and a half trillion astropounds of 
tetrastellium. If this ransom is not met, you 
will all be turned into MOIJSICLliSi 
I shuddered. One and a half trillion 
astropounds is an ENORMOUS! quantity! 
Even if I scraped the very bottom of all of 
MouseStar 1 ’s reservoirs, we’d never be able 
to satisfy the ransom request. 

UIEUJBRE^GDIIERS! Good-bye to warm, 
CHEDDWR^SCEnSeD bubble baths. 
Our fur was about to be FROZEN for all 
eternity! 

I looked at Professor Greenfur, Trap, and 
the mouselings, hoping one of them would 
come up with an 6SC3pB plan. But they 







were all still hypnotized by the pluffs’ loud 
JpUrr iHcj sounds. I guessed the queen had 
put us under her SPELL to keep us from 
trying to escape. But that didn’t explain why 
I was unaffected by the little fILiPNS. 

I tried to stall. 

“Um, can I ask why— ACHOO! —you 
need all this — ACHOO! — tetrastellium? 

ACHOO!” 

"It’s very simple,” the queen of the pluffs 






order to soq\ii\JE , we have to live in dark 
caves like this one. But with tetrastellium, 

we can light our caves. WE LIKE LIGHT! 
IT MAKES US HAPPY! So we need more 

tetrastellium!” 

I looked at the pluffs gathered- 
around the flashlight and realized it was 
TRUE. They had begun to sing a weird but 
pleasant tune, and SlA/AVED with the 
rhythm of the music. They seemed so lidPPY! 







Beep! Beeep! 
Beeeep! 


I wasn’t sure what to do. How did I always 
manage to get myself into these HESSES? 
I was contemplating my next move when 


suddenly... _ * g 


The timer on my wrist phone began 
beeping! How fast time flew—there were 
only a few minutes left before the twelve 
hours were up. Sally was about to use the 
teletransportix to rescue us. Perfect timing! 

I took advantage of the fact that the pluffs 
were disttGICtCd by the flashlight, and I 




Beep! Beeep! Beeeep! 


crept toward Benjamin. His eyes were glazed 
over and he stared at the aliens, completely 
hypnotized. Bugsy Wugsy, Trap, and the 
scientists were hypnotized as well. I had to 
figure out a way to NfcKt them. It was too 
>AN<r«lte>K* to teletransport them 
in that condition! 

So I stretched out my paw and gave 
Benjamin’s tail a sharp pinch. Nothing! 
I tried pinching him harder. Still 
nothing! I tried again, but it still didn’t 

w.,k NOTHING HAPPENED) 

Then I had an idea. I reached up and pulled 
out one of my own whiskers—ouch! 

Simple! I used it to tickle my nephew’s 
snout! A second later, Benjamin ST>€€Z€d. 

“Achoo! Achoo! Achoo!” 

He snapped out of the trance! I took my 
whisker and went around to Trap, Bugsy Wugsy, 



Beep! Beeep! Beeeep! 



Professor Greenfur, Doctor Bonsai, and his 
assistants. And it worked— SDEEzfD6 made 
them all wake up. 

“Let’s make a run for it!” I shouted to them. 
“Hurry! Before it’s too late!” 

But the PLUFFS had realized we were 
free. They began to close in on us menacingly. 
I looked at the timer on my watch: 

Tin ... iiVm ... eSglfafe □.. 

The queen of the pluffs rolled toward us in 
an angry ball of rainbow-colored fluff. 



*CB001 


Stop!” she shouted. “You belong to 
me now, mice!” 

I grabbed Bugsy 
Wugsy and Trap. 
“Quickly!” 
I squeaked. 
“Let’s all HOLD 
paws!” 











Beep! Beeep! Beeeep! 




The countdown had almost ended. 

Three ... burn ... one ... 

The queen of the pluffs was about to roll 
right into us when suddenly everything went 

DARH. 

As promised, Sally had teletransported us 
back onto the fTlGiseSTAR 1 . We were 
safe! 

“Mission accomplished!” we all shouted. 

“SPACBfTliGB FOR CNB, SPRCBmiGB 
FOR ALU" 











Greetings from the 
Rainbow Planet 


When we remateria]iz»ecl in the control 
room, the MouseStar 1 crew welcomed us 
like heroes. Even Grandfather William gave 
me his 

I felt like a real 0c)p(?c)irU Trap helped me 
take off my gear. 

“Don’t let it get into your head, Cousin,” he 
commented. “You were just LUCKY. If 
it weren’t for your allergy to the pluffs, they 
would have turned us all into mOU$ic!e$!” 

At the word ALLER6Y, I began sneezing 
all over again! 

"ACHOO! ACHOO! ACHOO!" 

ffoweMTitf ! My sneezes 




















Greetings from the Rainbow Plane t 


could only mean one thing — there was a 
pluff onboard the spaceship. We were in 
great I had to sound the yellow 

alert! 

ACHOO! ACHOOI I shouted. 


“Code—achoo!—yellow! Furry little alien 

onboard! ACHOOI ACHOOI 


I glanced at Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy, 
thinking they had hiddeN a little pluff in one 
of their pockets. But Benjamin immediately 
denied it. 

We have nothing t° cjo with 

it!” he said. “Even if we had really, really 
wanted one, we learned our lesson.” 

“It’s true,” Bugsy Wugsy agreed. “The 
pluffs are and FUIVJIVJY, but they’re 

not toys! They’re little alien creatures, and 
they should be left alone to live in p€ QC€ 
on their own planet.” 



Greetings from the Rainbow Planet 


Well said! What BKiqitf little rodents. I 
wanted to tell Benjamin and Bugsy Wugsy 
how much I appreciated them, but the only 
thing I could say was: 

"ACHOO! ACHOO! ACHOO!" 

Trap elbowed me. “Stop all that sneezing, 
Cousin, or you’ll have a DIPLOMATIC incident 
to deal with,” he teased. “Don’t you see you’re 
also MLLKRQIO to Doctor Bonsai and his 
assistants’ foliage?” 

Martian mozzarella! So that 

was the reason for my uncontrollable sneezing! 
I looked around for professor 
Greenfur in the hope that he knew 
of a cure. But he was gone! I searched for him 
all over the spaceship. Finally, I bumped into 
him in the hallway, where he stood gazing 
DREAMILY out into space through the 
ship’s porthole. 


Greetings from the Rainbow Plane t 



“Look at that beautiful RAINBOW 

Captain,” he said with a sigh. 

I peeked through the window and saw a 
spee-fcaeulai® rainbow stretching 
over POLARIX'S atmosphere. 

“But how is that possible?” I whispered. 
“Where did it come from?” 

“I used the teletransportix to send the 
PLOFF8 my latest invention: the 
portable stellar energy generator! With it, 
they can light their caves. Now they can go 
on singing and dancing happily!” 

“Good for you, Professor!” I 
commended him. “But why 
the rainbow?” 

“The generator’s 
light filters through 
the planet’s ICG 
and breaks up into 




Greetings from the Rainbow Planet 



the seven colors of the rainbow,” he explained. 

“Isn’t nature AMAZING, Captain?” 

We remained there in silence as we watched 
Polarix and the slowly move 

farther and farther away from our spaceship 
until the icy planet was just a tiny dot. 

When I got back to my cabin, the 
I was writing was waiting for me on my desk, 
right where I had left it. I sighed. 

Maybe tomorrow will be a better day for 
writing, I thought. Then I hung this H t fi 
on the door before I climbed into bed: ) 




Don t miss any adventures 
of the Spacemice! 


(mo Stilton 


#1 Alien Escape 


#2 You re Mine, Captoin! 


/mo Stilton 


#4 The Galactic Goal 


#3 Ice Planet Adventure 











Be sure to read all my 
fabumouse adventures! 




#13 The Plaatora o( 
the Sulway 


IS Four Mice Deep ii 
the Jin|le 


#1 lost Treasure of 
the Eaterald Eye 


#2 The Curse of tie 
Cleese Pyrarid 


#14 The Temple of the 
Rsby of Fire 


Because of a 
Cup of Coffee 



















































<39 Singing Seasotion #40 The Kante Moase #41 Mighty Mount 


Sapernouse! 


#23 Valeatiae's Day 
Disister 


#26 The Manny 
with No None 


♦31 The Mysterioas 
Cheeie Thief 


#35 A Very Merry 
Christmas 


#33 Geroaino oad the 
Gold Medal Mystery 


#34 Geroaino Stilton, 
Seeret Agent 
















































































CftMEMiCt 


Meet 

Nl 


He is a cavemouse — Geronimo Stilton’s 
ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 
dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, 
his life in the Stone Age is 
full of adventure! 


#1 The Stone of Fire 


#2 Watch Your Tail! #3 Help, I'm in Hot Lava! 

Sutton 


#4 The Fast and 
the Frozen 




Stt/ton, 


SWton 

cmmict 


CA\!£Mi Ct 




#5 The Great Mouse Race 


#6 Don't Wake the 
Dinosaur! 


#7 I’m a Scaredy-Mousei 


#8 Surfing for Secrets 



































The Kingdom 
of Fantasy 


The Quest for 
PARADISE: 

THE RETURN TO Tilt 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 


THE AMAZING 
VOYAGE: 

THE THIRD ADVEOITURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THE DRAGON 
PROPHECY: 

THE FOURTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 


THE VOLCANO 
OF FIRE: 


THE SEARCH THE ENCHANTED 
FOR TREASURE: CHARMS: 


THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 


THEA STILTON: 
THE JOURNEY 


THE SIXTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 



THEA STILTON: 
THE SECRET OF 


THE SEVENTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 






THEA STILTON: 
THE SECRET OF 














I Ht rAlKItS 
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1 . Control room 

2. Gigantic telescope 

3. Greenhouse to grow plants and flowers 

4. Library and reading room 

5. Astral Park, an amousement park 

6 . Space Yum Cafe 

7. Kitchen 

8. Liftrix, the special elevator that moves between 
all floors of the spaceship 

9. Computer room 

10. Crew cabins 

I .Theater for space shows 
1 2. Warp-speed engines 

I 3. Tennis court and swimming pool 

14. Multipurpose technogym 

15. Space pods for exploration 

16. Cargo hold for food supply 
1 7 - Natural biosphere 












Dear mouse friends, 
thanks for reading, 

’and good-bye until the next book. 
See you in outer space! 
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GenONiMO STiLTONiX 


He is a spacemouse — the Geronimo 
Stilton of a parallel universe! He is 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 7. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
His adventures are out of this world! 


ice PLANeT ADvenTURe 

Friends of the spacemice have disappeared on a strange 
Jce planet, Polarix! Geronimo Stiltonix and his crew 
are called to search for them. When the . 

spacemice arrive on Polarix, they’re 
surprised at the inhabitants — cute g* ^ 

aliens that look like colorful fuzz * 
ballsf.But are these creatures as k 

harmless as they look? ' 
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